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the promise of suety meals at odd intervals.

Yet so far, nobody, not even in America, I
imagine, has produced a toy miniature of business
life, the Limited Company complete in box from ten
shillings upwards. What Angela and her like would
think of such a toy I do not know, though their sense
of wonder is sufficiently strong for them to find enter-
tainment in anything; but I do know that I should
be tempted to buy one this very morning. You would
have a building, with the front wall removed as it is
in the best dollVhouses, so that you could arrange
the people and the furniture just as you pleased.
There would be tiny stenographers and clerks and
cashiers; typewriters, calculating machines, ledgers
and files no bigger than your finger-nail; telephones
that you could just see and never hear; and all
manner of things, chairs and tables and desks, to be
shifted from one room to another, from the Counting
House to the Foreign Department, and so forth.
There would be a Board Room with four or five
directors, fat little chaps in shiny black, with the
neatest, tiniest spats imaginable, all sitting round a
table some six inches long. In the best sets you would
be given a Chairman, quarter of an inch taller than
the others and costing perhaps a penny more, who
might be so contrived that he stood perpetually at
the head of the table addressing his fellow directors,
If I had him I should call him Sir Glossy Tinman.
Then, if you wanted to do the thing properly,' you
would be able to buy Debenture Holders at two